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Killers 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first part of a mini series consisting of poor Dave Murray and his musings on what he sees, 
perceives and overhears of Steve and Bruce's more than friendly relationship throughout the years. A bit 


more lighthearted than what | normally write, but hopefully the outcome will be well received. Enjoy! :) 


"Arry, about those secondary club night dates we were dicuss--' 


Dave stopped dead in his tracks as he reached the doorway of their rehearsal room, his already big eyes 
bulging out of his skull 


Now, he wasn't one to be easily embarrassed given he'd been in Iron Maiden for a few years so far, and him 
and Steve had already seen a lot more of each other than either one had ever really planned on. That said, he 
knew when to offer privacy, and - surprisingly - finding the bassist in a steamy make out session with 
somebody whose face he couldn't see, wasn't exactly something he thought he ought to gander at. But then, 
there was just something off about the picture. 


He could clearly see Steve's back from this angle; long chestnut brown curls tumbling over his shoulders, a 

wine red piké shirt and tight blue jeans where he remained at the farther right corner of the crammed room. 
The object of Steve's affections however, was only visible as a pair of jean clad legs sticking out on either side 
of Steve's narrow hips, and a pair of arms wrapped around his neck, the person perched on top of one of the 


amps and mostly obscured from view. And that was all well and good, nothing out of the ordinary. 


Except those legs were too thick and muscular to be feminine, hooked around the backs of Steve's thighs to 
pull the bassist closer. The arms were dusted with a layer of light brown hair, and those hands tangled in the 
dark curls might be small but they were rough and wirey. Even the faint moans leaving the other person were 


too deep to come from a lady's throat, rumbling up from a powerful chest. 


Dave swallowed, unsure of what to think. He wasn't one to judge, but he had been 100 percent sure Steve 
didn't swing that way. He had never seen Steve give any clues as to being interested in the same sex. Still the 
small scene playing out before his eyes told him otherwise. Not to mention he was actually curious, part of 
him inquisitively desiring to find out what man on Earth was special enough to catch Steve's eye and sweep 
him off his feet. It was a rule that you didn't bring dates to practice unless they were the real deal, as in 


serious. You couldn't have too much people running around knowing the new material by heart. You never knew. 


But Dave just couldn't imagine what type of guy Steve might be into. From he looks of what he could see, it 
was the more masculine type. That too, came as a surprise. He'd imagined Steve might have wanted a feminine, 


slim and petite sort of man. This one appeared to be anything but. 


The guitarist took a silent step into the room, wanting to find an angle from which he might be able to take a 
peak at the man Steve was currently busying himself with. Treading on his tip toes so as not to give himself 
away, he snuck cautiously towards the side wall until Steve's dark mane no longer blocked his vision of the 
second person. At first there was only a hint of a second mane. This one was made up of long straight auburn 
strands, cascading over broad shoulders clad in a striped tee. This man wasn't big in size, probably even 
smaller than Steve himself, but he sure looked quite bulky. The fact that he was a brunette had been 
expected. Steve had always been a sucker for brown hair in a woman, so why wouldn't that preference carry 


over to men. 


It wasn't until Dave moved enough to first glimpse the face of the unknown man that he felt the urge to 
mentally slap himself. Big nose, full lips, round face framed by straight bangs. How had he not noticed earlier? 
Perched on the amp in front of Steve practically devouring the bassist's face in passion, was Samson's proud, 


stubborn lead singer Bruce Dickinson. 


The blonde hadn't spoken much to the man, only a few words exchanged here and there whenever they 
crossed paths in the corridor, but he'd come off as a go getter kind of guy with a great sense of humour. It 
was really only Steve who had spoken badly of Bruce as a pain in the ass, referring to the singer as mouthy 
and bouncing off the walls. In fact, the bassist had been throwing around quite a few insults and rants about 
Bruce, claiming he was infuriating, annoying and too arrogant for his own good. If Dave remembered correctly, 
Steve had once said that the "Dickinson twat" needed to shove his own microphone right up "where the sun 
don't shine" when in a particularly foul mood. The negativity never really rubbed off on Dave, but he had 


begun to think of the singer as a piece of work eventually. There was just something about the guy that 


intrigued even him, so perhaps it was no wonder he'd caught Steve in his web, intentionally or not. 


Dave had to silently chuckle to himself, it all made sense now. Steve's grand dislike for Bruce had never really 
been actual dislike, it had been a pull and an attraction that the bassist had been fighting hard to suppress. He 
imagined the man must have been attempting to force himself into ignoring his feelings. All the whining and 
constant complaints that were so unusual for Steve to vocalize had been rooted elsewhere. The blonde rolled 
his eyes, he couldn't help but think Steve might actually be the stubborn twat that was too proud for his own 
good. 


As quietly as he had entered, the guitarist snuck out of the room, taking the grunt that was unmistakeably 
Steve's as a hint that it was time to scurry. On the way out, he found himself musing on when, if ever, Steve 
would admit to him and Bruce being some sort of item, as he walked down the hall. Probably not, given how 
secretive and insecure the bassist was deep down, but there was no way they wouldn't out themselves sooner 
or later what with the carelessness Dave had witnessed just now. Eventually they'd put their feet in their 
mouths. That was the most probable outcome. 


‘Bloody stupid wankers: 


Number of The Beast 


Author's Notes: 
Part of poor ol Davey's observations, hope you enjoy :) 


Dave could tell last night had been the night just by watching them. Thankfully he hadn't overheard or seen 
anything suggestive beforehand, fact was that both brunettes had made a splendid effort of hiding their 
"special" relationship to the rest of the band even as Bruce joined them in the lineup, and Dave would have 
been just as clueless as Adrian or Clive had he not witnessed them lip locking in the rehearsal room that 
fateful day. But the guitarist knew, and was certain that the two had finally fucked. They'd been running around 
each other for ages, and he assumed Steve had been the one holding it off for whatever reasons. The guy was 


actually rather shy and a bit less unconventional than the shameless tart that was Bruce. 


Joining the guitarist at the breakfast table - Ade and Clive still sleeping away in their shared suite like clobbed 
oxes - Steve and Bruce were both practically glowing with an unearthly aura. Their faces still looked flushed 
with bright eyes and almost swollen lips, a certain chipper bounce to their steps. As they slid down next to one 
another, they kept sending each other quick heated glances and exchanged warm smiles, flustered Dave 
couldn't help but subtly shake his head at them, amused at the way they probably thought they were being 
so clever hiding their big secret from the world when truly they were giving everything away. Without 
mentioning it, the blonde registered how Bruce's hand momentarily disappeared beneath the table, and Steve 


flinched suspiciously, his cheeks turning a deep crimson red. 


‘You two are looking awfully snug as of late, eh? the guitarist pointed out, suppressing a sly smirk with little 
struggle. 


Steve's eyes went wide in near alarm, and the bassist hurriedly opened his mouth as if about to say 
something to save the day but Bruce was quicker, successfully cutting him off and shutting him up without a 
blunder. The singer always had a comeback for everything at hand. 


‘Yes, we actually spent a good bit of the night chattering bollocks and planning out the set and stage show, you 
wouldn't fucking believe how far we got with these wee ideas,’ the singer explained animatedly, showing no signs 
of distress. 


‘You ought to show me what you blokes came up with, then, I'm quite curious, said Dave calmly, to which 


Bruce nodded vigorously in agreement. If it had simply been an excuse, the singer definitely wasn't letting it on 


The three ate mostly in silence, Bruce ordering a huge stack of American pancakes for whatever reason, the 
lot drenched in a pool of maple syrup. Whatever floated his boat, his stomach seemed to be an endless 
bottomless pit. Steve had his usual cinnamon oatmeal with a ham sandwich on the side, and Dave had bacon 


and eggs in honour of the day while skimming through the day's newspaper. There was a little remark here and 


there but mostly comfortable quiet companionship, and the blonde cautiously observed every tiny sign of 
affection displayed between the two brunettes as he peered up from the text time and time again. One 
moment Bruce was nudging Steve's side with his elbow to mumble something under his breath, the other 
Steve ducked his head shyly to hide his very visible blush. It was rather entertaining, watching the two 
without them even being aware of it as the guitarist hid behind pages of paper, all of the tiny quirks giving 
them away on full parade. The longer he watched, the more certain he became that they must have fucked as 


he intially suspected. The naughty gleam to Bruce's eyes, and Steve lip biting grin were both indicators. 


Munching away on a extra crispy piece of bacon, Dave's eyes darted up to catch Bruce whisper something 
intelligible in Steve's ear, the bassist's expression rather telling when the singer cocked his neck to the side as 
if to incline something. Emotion flashed across Steve's face, a hint of desire plain to behold in those dark 
chocolate coloured eyes of his. Very rare to behold unhinged like this. Dave almost snickered out loud at the 
far too obvious reaction, amused by how the stoic and strict Steve had allowed himself to become an open 


book for everyone to read. He had allowed himself to be spontaneous and frisky without as many self made 


inhibitions. 


‘Leaving already? You two are indeed joined at the hip lately, eh,' the guitarist pointed out as a final remark 
when both brunettes stood up at nearly the same time, bumping into one another briefly. 


Steve looked like a deer caught in the headlights, wide eyed and looking to Bruce for help, and as expected the 


singer came in to quickly save face offering a reassuring dimpled grin as he waved it off. 


‘Oh, we had this idea, would be a bit of a cock up if we let it lay, we'd probably forget it right off the back, 


better scribble it down while it's fresh in mind. You know what a pain in the arse that mishap would be: 


Dave hummed along, pretending not to suspect that the two were leaving in favour of much dirtier deeds than 
writing down a couple of simple song lyrics, and rolled his eyes again as he watched the two men hurry 
towards the stairway leading up to the second floor of the hotel. He must admit he'd never seen anyone climb 


the stairs that quickly, and he had no doubt that he knew exactly why they had been in such a hurry. 


‘Horny wankers, he mumbled. 


Powerslave 


Author's Notes: 
Here's a little actual smutty chappie, hope it's to everyone's likings ;) 


The show for the night had been way better than average, and average was great. When the band came off 
stage they were all bouncing up and down with adrenaline, drenched in sweat with spandex glued to their flesh 
like a second skin. Bright smiles and cheerful voices, hugs and high fives were exchanged in every direction. The 
crowd had been phenomenal, their performances speckless. Everyone had done their best and it showed, the 
euphoria not wearing down as the boys hurried towards the shower area, loud voices bouncing between the 
walls. Everyone but Dave disappeared from the backroom, leaving him alone to take his time and undress. He 


wasn't as amped up as the other four. 


While he undressed, he paid attention to Adrian and Nicko both racing back inside the room and drying 
themselves off at lighting speed, leaving in a matter of seconds. Steve and Bruce were still sorely missing, and 
at any other time - given Dave knew a thing or two about the brunettes that neither Ade nor Nicko did - he 
would have been cautious to enter any area where the two had been left to their own devices. But today he 
was tired and satisfied and kept his head in the clouds, whistling chipperly to himself as he walked into the 
corridor leading towards the semi communal shower carrying his towel and shampoo bottle. The showers had 
stalls which was a nice plus, more privacy that way. But as the blonde hung his towel on the offered racks 
lined up along the wall and opened the plastic door, he wished he'd been more thoughtful. 


‘Fuck, Steve..! ' 


Dave's feet froze to the tiled floor, the hitched breathy tone of that voice echoing through the room and 
ringing in his ears. Except for the unnatural telltale splattering of hot water against slippery tiles, there came 
the occasional moans and groans that acted as the true giveaway. The guitarist realized he'd picked the wrong 
moment to enter the showers, he'd taken too long to prepare himself after the others left. Both Nicko and 
Adrian had been obviously hurrying to find possible groupies in heat, and he himself had taken minutes to show 
up giving the brunettes more than enough time to assume they were safe. Dave cursed under his breath, he 
really needed this shower because the tour bus offered no means of getting properly washed off and he 
wasn't fond of the idea of washing himself half decent with paper towels and hand soap. That said, the loud 
whimper bouncing off the walls really was compelling him to leave before it was too late, before he got caught 
or worse. The voice came again, this time soft but overwhelming. Dave had already recognized it the first 


time, he could tell it apart from a crowd anywhere as he heard it every night on stage. It was Bruce. 


Deciding against better judgment and the voice at the back of his head telling him to rub, Dave's face felt 
warm as he treaded into the stall farthest away from the noises, figuring it was safer to distanciate himself. 
The warm water still sloshed in a suspicious manner that his ears kept picking up on, the break of its natural 


course painfully distracting when he knew what was its actual cause. A long sigh of pleasure even sent tiny 


wires of arousal down to his own crotch, making the guitarist feel ashamed and awkward. He wasn't into men, 
and he certainly had no wish to listen to his band mates and friends getting off given the choice. Yet here he 
was, much less smug and untouched than any previous encounter he might have had with the two. The blonde 
lathered himself up quickly, hurrying to wash himself with the faucets on low so he'd make as little noise as 
possible. He didn't need to be noticed, but with the frenzy those two animals were getting into that wasn't 
very likely, not even as the guitarist nearly yelped when he almost scalded himself by the initial boiling spray. 


However Dave stopped dead in his tracks, hands mid air, when he picked up on rustling in the occupied stall, his 
ears perking again. The unmistakeable sound of elbows and knees slipping against tiles and bumping into wooden 
stall walls filled the showers with noise. Then came a long silence, with the exception of frantic heavy panting 


and hitched shaky breaths intermingling. 


‘C-cor Bruce.. yer bloody tight... grunted Steve's voice finally admist the stalemate, and Dave cringed when a 


sudden wave of nausea washed over him, unable to make a single move. 


That definitely wasn't a sentence he had ever imagined coming out of the bassist's mouth, it sounded foreign 
to hear the shy and at times timidly spoken man talk in that sense. Lustful and downright dirty wasn't 
something Dave would have pictured coming from Steve, he'd never seen him assertive the few times he'd 
caught him with women. Bruce on the other hand sounded like he was keening, and if the blonde had any hits 
with his guessing, it wasn't a surprise. The man was a tart, knowing how to sell his image, so why wouldn't he 


know how to sell his body to a partner? 


Then came the noises Dave had been dreading from the start, the part he'd been least thrilled to hear. 
Squeezing his eyes shut, he tried to block it out and focus only on the patter of his own shower faucet 
running but it was impossible, so instead he settled for rinsing himself on record time in the matter of a few 
seconds. He wanted to leave now, for the sake of his own sanity, but also because he felt sort of bad invading 


on his friends‘ private sex life. 


When he was finished, Dave left the stall in a hurry, almost losing his footing as his bare wet feet scrambled 
against the slippery tiles. But for some reason he made the fatal decision to throw a glance over his shoulder 
before he opened the flimsy screen door and abandoned the room. The curtain obscuring the brunettes and 
their sexcapades had been nudged halfway open by either of the men, and Dave stared with wide eyes at the 
scenery exposed to him. He could mostly only make out Steve; the bassists chestnut brown curls soaked and 
sticking to his tan back like wires of thorns, his pale white ass contrasting with the almost maple syrup 
sunkissed skin. He could see Bruce too though, given the angle. He was leaning his weight onto his forearm on 
one side of the faucets, head hung low, the other frantically wanking his cock to the rhythm Steve had set 
while he stuck his pert ass out for the older man to rut into. The bassist was mostly silent, his groans 


rumbling deep in his chest, occasionally breathing a curse word or Bruce's name. 


The singer wasn't extremely vocal, but his whimpers on each inward stroke revealed exactly how much he was 
enjoying the act done to him. He was visibly shuddering, his body trembling again Steve's. It didn't take long 
before the sound of skin slapping against skin picked up its pace, and Bruce's breath hitched as he spurted his 


juices all over the wall. It broke Dave out of his trance, and he scrambled out of the shower room as quick as 


his feet would carry him. Feeling almost guilty over witnessing what he had, with a queasy feeling in his 
stomach and the vision of his band mates fucking playing before his inner vision, the guitarist snatched his 
steam dampened towel off the racks, wrapping himself up and promising himself he would never again enter 
the showers if there was any indication his lead singer and bassist might be busy occupying themselves in said 


location 


‘Fucking stupid wanker, Murray: 


Seventh Son of a Seventh Son 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter to my little story, this is significantly darker than the others. Or well, it has a darker twist 
and darker themes to it. Next will be a bit more similar too, but then we'll get some more fun comedic tones 


back as we follow the ups and downs of the career. Hope it's still enjoyable! :) 


Dave sighed as he picked up his head, ears perking at the noises filtering through the wall from the room next 
door. His suite just happened to connect to Bruce's, and while he was extremely used to certain moans and 
groans that might be overheard from time to time, this wasn't that. This was way different. Sure, he could 
recognize the second voice as Steve's easy as a piece of cake. What he didn't recognize was the tone. He was 
used to passionate pleasure noises, occasionally delirious screams and wails. In the beginning it had mildly irked 
him, but as time went on, it just became a part of the ordinary. What wasn't a part of the ordinary was the 
angry shouting. 


It wasn't the first time he caught the two men yelling at one another, either. Over the past six months - 
maybe even the full past year - it seemed the two could barely linger in the same room for too long without 
tossing nasty remarks and burning glares. It was beginning to affect the mood of the entire band. Adrian was 
sour most the time, muttering about how he didn't feel he belonged anymore. Nicko was trying to be his usual 
carefree self, but really anyone could tell he was extremely worried for his friends. Truth was, they all knew 
on some level that there was more than the ordinary friendship going on between the brunettes at this point. 
No one had brought the subject up, was all. 


That said, Dave had gone up to the suite early with the intention of practicing on a couple of tunes he'd come 
up with. He didn't have much energy to go anywhere tonight, but given the distraction, he couldn't help but put 
his guitar down for a moment. Straining his ears, he leaned just a little closer to the wall, listening for any 
additional sounds. It wasn't silent, he could make out mumbling and curses, but nothing louder. Hopefully, the 


two were resolving their differences. The guitarist was just about to sit back when something startled him. 
Crash. 


The sound of something shattering against the floor, like a vase or a lamp. Perhaps, a bottle. Then came the 
shouts again, louder this time, making the blonde flinch. This definitely didn't sound like any of the usual 
arguments. It seemed a lot more severe, and it sort of worried Dave. A lot of couples fought, a lot of couples 
had disagreements. But they'd work them through, and things got better. With Bruce and Steve, that didn't 


seem to be the case. Instead, everything seemed to be escalating. 


Biting his bottom lip, Dave attempted to block it out as he went about his routine. It really wasn't his business. 
Giving up on his guitar playing, he took a rice long warm shower to relax and was almost pleased when the 
telltale clattering of the headboard against the wall died out as he crossed bedroom area. It seemed they had 


been able to work it out one way or another after all, and he didn't think more of it as he put on a pair of 
sweatpants, taking out the book he was currently reading that Bruce had teased him about, saying he was 
getting old. It made Dave smile as he prepared to climb into bed. 


But just as he lifted the covers, about to get under the soft downey blanket, came a quick rap on the door. 
The guitarist scowled, not expecting any visits after midnight and he was pretty sure neither fans nor 
groupies knew his room number. Confused, he put the book aside and got up to see who it was interrupting 


him. He couldn't keep back the gasp when he opened the door, staring wide eyes at the man outside. 
‘Bloody hell, what happened to you?! he exclaimed before he could stop himself. 


Lingering by the door stood Bruce, dressed in only a pair of blue boxer briefs and a half ripped white tank top. 
He looked like he'd been in a street fight, beginning bruises forming along his arms and legs. His neck was 
peppered with sharp purple bitemarks, and when the blonde glanced down, he noted that so were his thighs and 
the sliver of his lower belly that peered out from above the underwear hemline. His bottom lip was busted, 
one cheek swelling. His usually straight auburn hair was a bird's nest, tangled and matted with what Dave 
hoped was only sweat. The man's expression appeared a mixture of sheepishness and almost shame. The blonde 


had never in his life seen Bruce embarrassed before, and the expression didn't suit him. 

"Arry, was all the singer could say. 

‘Fuck, Dave muttered, not sure what he was expected to say or how he was supposed to react. ‘What do you 
want?" he asked, but when he realized how rude that sounded he quickly added, ‘did you want me to, uh, do 
anything about those marks there? 


Bruce almost blushed and rubbed his neck shyly, so rare for him, but shook his head. 


No, l.. l'd like you to check something else, if you know what | mean. It got a wee bit.. out of control in there, | 


suppose.. Steve's asleep, wouldn't wanna wake him up now. Trust me, he's pissed legless: 

Dave blinked his eyes, realizing pretty quickly what the other man meant, not easily put off but this was a bit 
much to ask for even for him. Still, with the state Bruce was in, it was hard not to say yes. With a sigh, he 
nodded. 


‘Alright. But would you mind telling me what happened? Not that you need to, given what you're asking of me, 
mind you: 


Bruce grimaced. ‘You wouldn't wanna know, mate: 
‘You're right. Probably not. Well, do come in 


Dave stepped aside to allow the smaller man in, trying not to stare as he picked up on the rather obvious limp 


to his steps. Why did he agree to this again? Forcing the uncomfortable feeling to the back of his mind, 


concerned about his friend, he shut the door behind them but not without muttering to himself. 


‘Mental fucking wankers: 


No Prayer For the Dying 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter, not so light in tone now either, this one focuses foremostly on Steve's infamous jealousy and 


need to control everything. Hope it's good enough! :) 


Dave almost immediately regretted entering the room when he sensed the thick, tense atmosphere vibrating in 
the air. It washed over him, stifling and almost suffocating . Lingering in the doorway, he surveyed the state of 
the few people residing within the four walls. On the the worn green couch was Bruce, throwing his head back 
and laughing loudly as if he didn't even sense the odd tension swirling around them. Next to him was, of course, 
Jan. The guitarist was snickering along, clearly amused by whatever the singer might have said although he too 
seemed mildly uncomfortable. It wasn't an unusual sight these days, the two were thick as thieves. The best of 
mates, always together as if joined at the hip. Where Bruce was, you would find Jan and vice versa. Which had 
proved to be fantastic for Bruce, the man hadn't been this chipper and generally happy in years. But it was 


the final nail in the coffin on Steve's confidence's part. 


Rolling his eyes, the blonde padded over to the other end of the room where Steve sat poised by the dining 
table. His eyes were icy cold, gaze fixed on the two men chattering away on the couch. It seemed he didn't 
even realize he had company, and that might be just as well. Dave was too tired to deal with this mess 
anyway, he'd barely just woken up and the steaming mug of coffee he cradled within his hands would have to 
be downed before he would make any decent attempt at a conversation with anybody. Especially cranky, green 
eyed Steve. That didn't stop the blonde from studying Steve's posture, however. The bassist's hands were 
balled into tight fists, his lips drawn into a thin line and his dark orbs dangerously narrowed. His possessive side 


had begun to show more and more for each day that passed, his jealousy knowing no bounds. 


Glancing back towards the men on the couch, Dave noticed how Bruce appeared to be purposely intent on 
setting Steve's temper off. The singer leaned in close to Jan's ear, whispering something that was obviously 
meant for no one else's ears. It was probably innocent in nature, but that didn't stop the guitarist from picking 
up on the small hiss escaping through the bassist's clenched teeth. As he sipped his coffee, the blonde 
concluded there was likely nothing going on between the pair of besties though, judging by the surprised look on 
Jan's face. Dave watched the other blonde nod and then the pair got up to leave. 


‘Morning, Davey,' Bruce chiped as he passed by, waving one hand when he left the room and Jan reciprocated 
the action. 


‘Morning, chaps; Dave drowsily replied with a nod, giving them both a small tired smile. 


Great, left alone with Mr. Stick Up His Arse. If looks could kill, then the glare the bassist was shooting Jan's 
way would have him drop dead in an instance. Uncomfortable thought, really, how envious Steve could be. He 


looked positively murderous. 


‘Fuckin’ cunt, ‘oo the fuck does ‘e think ‘e is, muttered Steve from across the table, his eyebrows knotting 
above the bridge of his nose as he spat the words out. 


‘Which one of them? Jan? Dave inquired, unable to resist the urge in spite of better knowing. 
Steve shook his head, stormy eyes still fixed on the doorway. 


‘Both: 


It had begun the moment Jan joined the band. He knew Bruce as a longterm friend, and the two were unusually 
close, both men overly touchey feely and playful around one another. Bruce would reassure there was nothing 
going on when asked, and Dave believed him. He could tell the difference between the way the singer was 
looking at Jan, and the way he eyed Steve. With Jan, there was the friendly admiration of a mutual. With the 
bassist, there was the lovestruck but lustful daze. It was a shame Steve couldn't actually tell the difference 
for himself. Even with the men gore, the envy was still rolling off of him in waves, tainting everything around 


him. 

‘They're shaggin’, Steve said after a long moment of the most uncomfortable silence Dave had ever 
experienced, the bassist crossing his legs and folding his arms defiantly across his chest as if he was trying 
not to let his own statement get to him. 

Dave shook his head in disagreement. 

‘They're not: 


“Ow do ye know?! 


‘| just know. The way Bruce looks at you, he doesn't do that with Jan. He fancies only you, ‘Arry. He's shagging 
only you:' 


The bassist snorted, very clearly not satisfied with the answer but it was easy to tell he wanted to be. His 
face bore a red tint, but whether it appeared out of jealous rage or embarrassed shame was impossible to 
tell. Probably it was a mixture of both. He must know on some level that he was taking it to the extreme. 


‘Right; he said finally. 

The guitarist sighed in exasperation, tired to death with Steve's stubborn ways. He could never simply accept 
anything, he had to have a comeback. Finishing off his now lukewarm coffee and pushing his hair out of his 
face, the blonde stood up and decided it was time for him too, to take his leave. The bassist never once moved, 


still frozen in place almost like a stone statue. 


‘Don't cock this up, Steve, was the final piece of advice Dave left him with. ‘Bloody tightarse.' 


Fear of the Dark 


Author's Notes: 
And here we're getting to the darkest of the dark, damn, it went fast! Hope it's enough to grind a few precious 
tears! Enjoy :) 


‘I'm leaving Maiden: 


Dave's head snapped up, his wide eyes staring at Bruce in utter disbelief. The smaller man sat poised on his 
hotel room bed, legs crossed Indian style as he rolled his thumbs. He wasn't looking at the blonde as he spoke, 
and his expression was oddly sombre. The entire picture he painted was one of misery, and it made Dave's 
heart drop and sink into his belly. He had seen it coming, it would be a lie not to admit that, but he hadn't 
expected it so soon. There had been signs; there had been fights, there had been fists. The entire band had 
been holding their breaths as Steve and Bruce battled both their own and each other's demons. 


‘Does Steve know..” the guitarist asked, his voice soft and he made sure to not sound accusing. 


Dave didn't want Bruce to feel uncomfortable. He already had a feeling he was the first to know, but he 
wanted it confirmed. Likely, not even Jan was aware of what was going on inside the singer's busy mind. The 
blonde watched with a sorrow making his heart ache as the singer sighed and shook his head, looking much 
more vulnerable than Dave had ever seen him before. Bruce's amber eyes were glassy, and his nose red, as if 


he might tear up any moment. 
‘No. | haven't told him, | haven't told anybody. And | don't want you to tell them, either: 


Dave hesitated momentarily before nodding, he didn't want to betray Bruce's trust even though some part of 
him that he kept locked away at the back of his mind was screaming at him not to keep this secret safe. It 
was too big of a deal, but then again it was Bruce's secret to reveal. Not his. Feeling bad for his friend, the 
guitarist got up from his spot near the window and padded over to the bed. When Bruce first had asked for a 
moment to come inside and talk, it had felt most natural not to sit too close. It felt like the brunette needed 
space at that particular moment. Now the air had changed, and when Dave gently settled down next to the 
smaller man, scooting up so his back too was against the wall, he was offered a grateful dimpled smile. Still, 


those eyes were infinitely pained. 
‘| won't. | just wonder --' 


‘You wonder why, Bruce interrupted before Dave could finish the sentence, and the blonde gave him a 


surprised nod in return. 


‘| can't handle it, Davey. I'm too fucking tired of it all. | can't do this, | can't do that. It's always "Bruce, where 


have you been", "Bruce, what did you do?", "Bruce, you can't do that!" or “Bruce, are you shagging that 
bloke?". What bloody soft of relationship is that? How the fuck am | supposed to be happy if he doesn't even 
fucking trust me, huh? | just." the singer trailed off into a shaky sigh, dropping his head back against the wall 
‘How did it come to this? | don't.. nevermind’ 


‘ts alright, | understand, Dave offered, feeling only sympathy for both brunettes. ‘I'm sorry’ 


Truth was, the two had never been an ideal match. They were both too similar and too different at once. They 
had always butted heads, they had always clashed. It just hadn't been as obvious in the beginning, it had grown 
like some sort of monster under the surface, devouring them both. Constantly fed and nurtured with anger 
and jealously, the monster had now risen. It was no wonder Bruce felt stifled when Steve's envy was practically 
choking him. It was no wonder Steve might feel jealous when his own insecurities clouded his vision. It was no 
wonder Bruce had enough when he had never been the type to stay put and wait the storm out. Perhaps, they 
had been destined to fail from the start. Swallowing hard, Dave placed a hand on Bruce's knee, squeezing it to 


offer comfort as best as he could. He hadn't wanted it to end this way. 


‘ts... | don't want to. Fuck knows, | don't wanna go.. but | can't do this. | can't deal with this sodding mess 
anymore, | can't be arsed with his fucking bollocks. |--' Bruce choked, his voice breaking as he trailed off. 


‘| know, it's okay, Dave coved, continuously rubbing Bruce's knee, not knowing what else to say but he hoped 


that it was good enough. 
‘| love him, you know? | really |-love him.. oh G-god.. 


Dave thought his heart just might break as he watched Bruce cover his mouth with his hand, noticing the way 
brunette's shoulders were shaking just a tad and his ears picked up on the soft sniffles errupting from the 
man's throat. Tears welled up in the singer's amber eyes, pooling at the corners before they fell down his 
flushed cheeks as heavy globs. The sounds coming from him were positively heartbreaking, and urged Dave to 
do the only thing he knew to offer consolation to his devastated friend. 


Shifting closer, the blonde wrapped his arms around the other man, pulling him to his chest and holding onto 
him. The the singer immediately melted into the embrace, hiding his face from view as he wept in earnest. 
Each heavy sob wracking Bruce's frame made Dave feel as if he just might tear up, as well. He didn't want to 
see Bruce leave, he wasn't sure what Maiden might be without him. He didn't know what Steve would be like 
without him, because really this wasn't just Bruce leaving Maiden. This was Bruce breaking it off with Steve, 


severing all ties. And truth be told, he didn't really want to find it out how that would affect the bassist. 


Fuck Steve, what the fuck have you done, the guitarist thought to himself as he shut his eyes, rocking his 


friend and cradling him for what seemed like an eternity of suffering until it was over. 


‘Poor sod’ Dave murmured sadly as he stroked Bruce's soft auburn hair. 


Virtual XI 


Author's Notes: 
Another darker chapter, set after Bruce's departure and before his return, as is probably obvious. | thought 


this was an important scene to include, so here you are. Enjoy! :) 


‘FUCK! 


Steve roared and Dave flinched as the bassist lost his temper yet again, shoving the neatly stacked piles of 
signed and unsigned album covers he was concerning himself with off the desk. Their plastic cases clattered 
and broke as they collided harshly with the floor, lids coming off and CDs falling out. The silence that followed 
was eerie, and the blonde found he couldn't take his eyes off of the way the other man's hands trembled as 
they rested flat against the now cleared wooden surface. The brunette's head was hung, his body half bent as 
he rested his weight against the piece of furniture. His thick chestnut brown curls covered his face from 
view, his shoulders heaving with his heavy breathing as the man was visibly struggling to contain his 
frustration 


Dave didn't say anything, he knew not to mess with the bassist by now. Ever since Bruce left, he had become 
increasingly prickly. But he was also a lot more mellow and strangely easy to handle. He seemed to be all about 
contradictions. Crouching to the floor, the blonde began to gather up the CD cases, sorting away the ones that 
were too badly damaged and placing the rest in two new piles, one for signed and one for unsigned. After a 
moment, Steve joined him in his task, getting down on his knees and crawling around in search of the records 
that had rolled away and disappeared under the wall cases. The brunette muttered curses under his breath 
continuously, and when he failed to wrench his arm underneath a particularly low shelf to grab a piece of 
broken front cover, he hissed and sank down in front it. Immobile, looking as if his entire being had been sucked 
out of him in that instance. 


watt YA. Dave asked softly, scooting closer to the form that lay curled up on the floor, concerned when he 
recieved no response. ‘Steve..** he tried again, a bit bolder this time as he reached to touch the other man's 
shoulder. 


The brunette didn't even react at the contact; he simply remained where he lay, legs pulled up underneath 
himself and the side of his head resting against the floor. Several inches of brown curls fell over his shoulders 


and spilled across the floorboards like a dark halo. 


‘Why do | even try? They fuckin’ ‘ate the bloody album either way. Nobody's gon’ wont the fuckin’ signature 
records, so why the fuck do | bother? 


‘What are you bollocking about? Dave asked, although part of him already knew the answer. 


Steve's shoulders heaved as he sighed shakily, and the guitarist didn't have to see his face to be able to guess 
what his expression was. It was the same expression he had been wearing almost constantly in privacy ever 
since Bruce left, one of hopelessness. One of defeat. One of indifference. One of sorrow. The masses might not 
see the change as clearly, the bassist knew how to mask it well, how to appear confident in the band's new 
direction as he backed their new lead singer. But Blaze was no Bruce, and the fans weren't pleased. The critics 


weren't pleased. The band wasn't pleased. Steve wasn't pleased. 


‘Ye know bloody well wot I'm bollockin’ ‘bout! snapped the brunette, but he quickly softened. ‘.l'm sorry. lim an 
arsehole lately, ain't |? | just.. why are we still doin this? We're cockin' up. We're one big fuckin’ cockup, all o' 
us. We're never gettin’ where we were with Bruce in the band. I'm never gettin’... he trailed off. 


‘Hush, don't fucking talk like such a prick That's all a load of bollocks, Dave scolded, although part of him knew 


Steve wasn't entirely wrong. 


‘It wos me fault, ye know.. | made ‘im leave.. | fucked, acted like a selfish jealous cunt, an‘ ‘e ‘ad enough. Serves 


me right, me an’ me bleedin’ mental self.. without ‘im, we're nothin’. I'm nothin’. Ye get it? l'm just. 


Dave swallowed hard, shifting to settle down next to Steve, one hand instinctively stroking the brunette's back 
to soothe. He wasn't sure it helped, but it seemed welcome as the bassist said nothing, and made no attempt 
to move away. Instead there came a sniffle, single and solitary. But it was there. Then followed another. And 
another. The sound was eerily familiar, the scene reminiscent of the encounter a few years back where Bruce 
had told the guitarist he was leaving, only to tear up in desperation. Only this time, it was the ever stoic Steve 
weeping. Steve; who never shed a tear unawarranted. Steve; who was all business and perfectionism personified 


down to his very bones. Steve; who was stubborn as a mule. 

‘God, | m-miss ‘im... whimpered the man, his voice so weak and faded it was barely audible. 

‘| know,’ was all Dave could say, but he had no idea what else to add with his throat constricting. 

It was clear that even Steve had reached his breaking point in the end, and the blonde couldn't help but wonder 
if Bruce missed the bassist too, or if he was happier this way. Happier on his own, doing what he wanted to do. 
Dave couldn't quite believe it, but who was he to speculate? He didn't know what was going on inside either of 
the brunettes’ thick skulls. Instead, he settled for petting Steve's hair as consolation, knowing Steve wasn't a 


very physical person It seemed to help. 


‘Talk to him; was Dave's finale advice. 


Brave New World 


Author's Notes: 
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‘Why'd ye cut it? The ‘air, | mean: 


Dave scowled, glancing towards the corridor. He recognized Steve's voice right off the back, he'd heard it too 
many times not to. That mumbling tone, that thick cockney. From this angle however, he couldn't see the man 
through the doorless doorway. He did see Bruce though, watching as the singer ran his hand semi-awkwardly 
through his now cropped auburn strands. He looked strangely self conscious. 


‘| don't know, | suppose | wanted to try something new, you know? Besides, you should know everybody seemed 
to like it better. They thought | looked significantly younger, bloody strange, innit? What difference a bit of 
bloody hair makes: 


It was almost unnerving hearing the two men carry a somewhat normal conversation involving just the two of 
them although it was faltering. Even though Steve had been talked into letting Bruce have a second chance - 
for the sake of bassist's own santiy - his reluctance changing into willingness with enough persuasion, he 
seemed to be purposely keeping his distance. Bruce was no better, barely looking the older man in the eye 
when spoken to. It made the rest of the band iffy and on edge; made them question whether this was truly as 
wonderful an idea as they had intially believed. If the brunettes wouldn't speak to one another directly, how in 
the world were they to solve their differences once and for all? How were they to talk about the past and 


what truly went wrong between them? How were they to mend the wounds? 


‘It does. | mean, it looks good on ye.. it's just so different ta, ye know, the long ‘air. That's wot l'm used ta 
seein’ ye with, y'know? Long ‘air. But short is nice. Short is fine, really: Steve sounded almost shy admitting 
that, despite stringing together a surprisingly long sentence. 


Dave looked away and for a moment almost considered strumming the acoustic guitar resting accross his lap 
to let the other men know he was there. He knew that he wasn't supposed to be listening. This wasn't intended 
for his ears, but then given how involved he had been with these two bastards’ relationship - voluntarily or 
not - since square one, he thought it might not be too bad eves dropping just a bit. After all, he was the 
brain behind the reunion, he had single handedly swayed the bassist into giving in. He deserved a proper payoff. 
The band deserved for the brunettes to come full circle. Shifting to make himself smaller and less noticable in 


the half dark, otherwise empty room, the blonde hid from view by sinking back in his armchair. 


‘Oh, uh, thank you, ‘Arry, came Bruce's slightly awkward reply. ‘You look the same. Haven't changed one bit, 
eh? What with the long hair, and all. Still quite handsome on you: 


It was amusing, hearing the two attempt to rekindle despite their words stuttering. They bravely pressed on, 
and it was clear that the two wanted to keep this uncomfortable conversation alive. Neither appeared to want 
to leave the other hanging. The guitarist picked up on mild shuffling from the hallway, and glanced up to watch 
Bruce lean back against the wall, hands stuck down his jeans pockets. Moving over to now block the doorway, 
back thankfully turned on the room itself, was Steve. His long curls tumbled down his back to reach his waist, 
his baggy footie jersey hanging off of his lean body and the black shorts sticking out under the bottom hem. 
The bassist truly never did change, he had only mellowed. Became nicer, and less controlling. Which were both 
phenomenal evidences of personal growth. He had learnt his lesson by losing Bruce, and now it remained to be 
seen whether he would be able to rebuild only a sliver of what had once existed 


Bruce on the other hand was much different. The singer was clad in tight blue jeans and a black v-neck tee, 
his hair strands short and wildly tousled. He was still very energetic and excentric, but knew to control himself. 
He was still extremely impatient, but knew to wait his turn. He was still cocky, but much less arrogant. He had 
truly changed; so different from the man that had made the decision to leave not only the band, but the 
possible love of his life behind. 


‘Bruce, | believe.. it's time we talked this over. Don't ye? We're dancin’ ‘round the bloody subject with our 


knickers in a bunch when we should be talkin’ it over: 


Dave raised his eyebrows, surprised to see Steve being the assertive one. The man had never in the past been 
the type to bring any of the pair's issues to the light, in favour of brushing them under the carpet. And 
whenever Bruce might have mentioned them, the bassist had simply denied their existence. Trying to catch a 
glimpse of the singer by poking his head forwards slightly, the blonde assumed he too was equally taken aback. 


After a moment of silence came the reply. 


‘You're right. Fuck, we're bloody gits, aren't we? This is getting our sodding arses nowhere. You want me to be 
honest? I've missed you. | couldn't be arsed with any bollocks asking why | didn't do anything about the fact, 


but | did’ Bruce's tone was steady and serious, it was clear he meant every word he said. 


Dave bit his bottom lip, this truly was invading on their privacy. He had seen things, heard things, been told 
things. But he had never purposely, with actual intent, listened to the men resort their private intimate 
shortcomings. Still, as he fiddled with a newly discovered hole at the knee of his jeans, he couldn't seem to find 


the courage to reveal himself. 


‘| know, an’ | don't blame ye fer feelin’ ye can't bloody talk ta me. | didn't exactly do all | coulda back then, eh? | 
was a bleedin’ selfish sod. Thought only o' meself, cor, Bruce, | don't know why | didn't see it comin’. Steve 


trailed off, sighing softly. 


‘Don't say that, | should have been more assertive myself. | didn't give it my best, either. We both cocked up. 
But we shouldn't let that come back to haunt us again now, eh? We're older, supposedly wiser, though I'm not 
so fucking sure, Bruce added the last part with what sounded like an amused beam, earning himself a small 


chuckle from the other man. 


‘Yer right. Fuck, yer bloody right. ‘Ow ‘bout we go an’ ‘ave dinner together? There's a lot we need ta talk 
through. Properly. A peaceful settir would ‘elp a lot, l'd like ta think: 


‘Uh huh. You're right. Sure, let's go right away, I'm bloody bored as it is, not to speak of hungry! Would only 


serve to help, Bruce agreed, sounding more chipper than the guitarist would have expected. 

Watching the men disappear out of view, and listening as two pairs of footsteps descended down the hallway 
until they were gone, the blonde couldn't help but grin widely to himself. Finally, the two were getting their 
heads out of their asses and doing something about their situation. It only took them so long. 


‘Fucking finally, you mental bloody gits: 


Dance of Death 


Author's Notes: 
So, back to the promised light hearted stuff, and this one is starting out with a bit of almost PWP. Hope it's 
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Dave wasn't sure what he had expected to find, only that it wasn't this. He knew Steve and Bruce had rekindled, 
they didn't publically display their affection - though then again they never had - but the heated glances, and 
the shy sweet smiles told more than any words could. The two would subtly brush against one another when 
crossing paths, and when they thought no one was watching, they would lean into one another to whisper in 
the other's ear. Dave had even caught them holding hands once. They'd been admiring the view from the 
balcony at the latest business hotel the band had visited, the place a grand and luxurious escape from prying 
eyes. In the semi dark of the dimmed lights, with the view of the neat bay ahead of them, they had kept their 
back turned towards the insides. They had thought no eyes could find them in the dark of the night, with the 
stars hanging overhead. That's where Bruce had reached for Steve's hand, and without hesitation, Steve had 
tangled their fingers together. The vision had warmed the guitarists heart when he first saw it, relieved and 


happy to see the brunettes had found their way back together as they deserved. 


A week or so ago, he had spotted them being openly intimate again. It happened after a show, backstage. It was 
quick, and if Dave had looked away for only a second, he might have missed it. As the rest of the band high 
fived each other - hugging and offering compliments on a well carried out performance overall - the blonde 
had glanced over his shoulder only for his eyes to widen in surprise when he noticed the bassist leaning in to 
press a quick chaste kiss to the singer's full lips. They'd pulled back almost immediately, Steve's face flustered 
and Bruce giving off a small dimpled grin. That, too, had been a heartwarming moment to witness. Given how 
involved Dave had involuntairly been with the pair's private relationship, he wished them only the best. He knew 
the two needed one another like they needed air to breathe. That said, what he'd managed to walk in on at the 


moment wasn't quite as endearing a sight. 


Having taken a nice long evening swim with Adrian in the pool the fancy hotel for the night had to offer, they 
had both decided to retreat up to their suites. The area seemed to be fairly empty, surprisingly even for the 
late night and early morning hours. So, after parting with the other guitarist at the stair case to go their 
separate ways - Adrian really wanted to join Nicko and Jan who were apparently playing poker down at the bar 
- Dave thought he might as well go try out the massage chairs. Age had made him a bit achey, and given he 
wasn't exactly the fittest of guys, he assumed a good back rub might help him rest easier come time to sleep. 


Now, as Dave wasn't expecting to find what he was about to see, he simply turned the corner without noticing 
certain muffled telltale noises coming from the area keeping the massage stools. It was a little half room, 
which you reached by turning from the main second floor hallway and then passing through a corridor lined 
with delicate exotic houseplants, fancy mirrors and grand paintings. It was really that simple, but since it was 


well past midnight, not a lot of people would venture this way. Which might be why the brunettes the guitarist 


would find had been so bold as to assume they were safe from view. It was only when Dave turned the last 
corner, cradling the book he'd brought with him to read while the chair did its job, that he picked up on the 


sounds and by then it was too late because along with them came the actual visual. 


The massage chair furthest down the room was the location the two had picked, the one farthest from the 
hallway although that didn't help hiding anything. The chair itself was turned back, the backrest lowered into an 
almost straight position, perfect for anyone who wanted a nap while getting their knotted muscles worked out 
for them. Only, Bruce who was leaning back in said chair wasn't resting, instead he was working his hips rather 
frantically. Above him was Steve, straddling the younger man's waist as he rose and fell, long dark chestnut 
curls bouncing with each drop. One of the singer's hands was holding onto the back of Steve's thigh, seemingly 
helping the bassist move faster as Bruce thrust his hips upwards to meet the constant motion. The other 
hand was busy jerking Steve's cock with quick strokes, twisting at the tip. 


Dave found himself frozen to the floor, just as he had been all those years ago when he caught the two men 
going at it in the shower. Any other occasion he might have seen unwanted sexual action in between, he had 
fled the scene right off the back. But what baffled him this time was that it wasn't Bruce bottoming and 
submitting to Steve. Never before had he seen the bassist get fucked, the man taking Bruce's dick up his ass 
and not the other way around. Truth be told, he had thought Steve didn't particularly enjoy it or simply 
wanted no part of being on the recieving end. How wrong he had been Watching the bassist shake and shudder 


as he sank down again and again to impale himself was more than enough evidence to prove him wrong. 


‘S-steve.. uhn. moaned Bruce, the older man on top bucking his hips and undulating them in a circle to 


purposely - at least it seemed that way - draw louder noises from his lover. 


The two were surprisingly silent however, except for the occasional whimper escaping the bassist's throat or a 
grunt of approval slipping from the singer's parted lips. And of course the unavoidable wet slap of skin on skin; 
and of rutting. Steve's hands were fisted, one clinging to Bruce's shoulders and the other clutching one of the 
arm rests in a vice. The leverage seemed to be helping the bassist keep the pace steady as they sped up, the 
two brunettes moving against one another in tandem while the throes of pleasure overtook them. Dave wasn't 
as unpleasantly queasy as the first time he had witnessed them, despite this stint being much more graphic, 
but that didn't mean he wanted to see the finish line. Backing away slowly, trying not to raise any attention to 
himself, he disappeared through the hallway, wondering how he'd ever get the image out of his head. 


‘C-cor.! B-bruce - | - ah. echoed behind him as Steve apparently raised his voice a bit higher than he ought 
to, the exclamation followed by a low throaty groan that was unmistakeably Bruce. 


Dave shuddered, not sure he really needed a reminder of how his friends sounded when they climaxed, but 
there really wasn't much to be done about that now. Instead he simply hurried his steps, thinking it was 
probably for the best if he skipped that massage in the end. If those two found the location fit for the 


sexcapades, and at their age, who knew what other couples had done in a smiliar manner? 


Then he realized someone might actually show up unwarranted and catch the other men redhanded, so being 


ever the nice gentleman, he stopped in his tracks to turn slightly back towards the room. 


‘You might want to hurry a wee bit, you horny bloody wankers! Wouldn't want the paparazzis to get a load of 


your pale arses!" 


The rustles and what might have been a squeak followed Dave as he left, chuckling to himself. 


Serves them right: 


A Matter of Life and Death 
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Dave looked on almost in awe at the unusual scenery playing out before his eyes. The band, and Rod, were 
gathered in the secluded hotel dining hall backroom where they would be safe from prying eyes. They had 
things to discuss before the takeoff, and actually it was nice to just have some time to themselves in private 


where they didn't have to be the famous rockstar members of Iron Maiden. 


Everyone was gathered around the neatly set table, munching down their breakfast. Nicko and Jan appeared 
engulfed in a conversation about where they should take their next pit stop - since they had a few days off 
before next show came alone - with Adrian half listening. The empty chair waiting for him in between Adrian 
and Rod specifically was where the blonde himself slipped down after making his way towards the table; the 
last man to arrive for the occasion greeted by nods and curt waves. But he wasn't much invested in the 


travelling schedules, his eyes were fixed elsewhere. 


Now, the thing was that on the right side of him where Rod sat, another eager conversation was taking place. 
The manager was smiling widely as he nodded, listening to Bruce who was poised across the table, wildly 
gesturing with his hands as he told the story of his latest flight. Apparently there had been some turbulence 
going on and he was proud of setting the plane straight without alarming any passengers. And that was all fine 
and well, nothing strange going on there. Had it not been for the fact that instead of getting his own chair, the 
singer sat promtly on the bassist's lap as if that was the most normal thing. There was even a spare chair 
next to the two, and still Bruce had somehow ended up as close to Steve as was physically possible. What was 


even weirder was how no one else seemed to be surprised by the action. It was so normal, no one batted an 


eye. 


‘Mornin, Dave, Steve greeted briefly, looking up with an almost shy flush. Apprently there was one person 
acknowledging this was a bit out of the ordinary, but he didn't mention it. 


‘Uh, oh, morning ‘Arry, Dave stuttered in reply, trying to seem inconspicious in his staring as he took a bite 
out of his scones and sipped his still steaming black coffee. 


Bruce was speaking loudly, laughing when Rod pointed something out, but the guitarist wasn't listening closely. 
Instead, he watched the brunettes’ body language, how they appeared so in syne. Like an actual official couple; 
like a pair of lovers ought to. Unlike back in the day, when they had hid everything from view as best as they 
could, now it seemed they just didn't care if at least their fellow band members knew what was going on. The 
blonde couldn't help but wonder what their wives might think of it, but he decided it was none of his business. 
If they were disgruntled, he imagined they'd say something. They would find out somehow, and likely didn't mind 


- for whatever reason - if their husbands indeed dared to show off affection openly this way. What was even 
more blatant evidence of the pair's affection, was Steve's left arm that remained casually wrapped around 


Bruce's waist. 


Leaning to the side, Dave made sure neither Bruce nor Steve's eyes were on him while he mumbled a question 


to Adrian, loud enough for him to hear, ‘Since when is this a regular thing? 


Adrian picked his head up, scowling in confusion for a moment before glancing towards the brunettes, 
realization dawning in his eyes. ‘Oh, that. | have no idea, if you know you might inform me. Not that I'm 


surprised, looks like it's been coming for some time: 


‘Well, it's been going on forever as far as I'm aware, | just didn't think you blokes picked up on it, too,' Dave 
admitted, his eyes still fixed on the other two men, watching as Steve practically nuzzled his nose against 


Bruce's neck. He was still in disbelief, hearing the younger man damn near giggle in response. 


‘Then there's your answer, matey. | suppose no body's actually surprised. Hell, look at Jan, he's wearing the 


widest bloody grin | think | ever saw. If anybody had a clue, it would be him: 


‘Oh, | don't doubt it, but I'd say I've seen quite a bit enough to know where those two stand,’ Dave pointed out, 
sure that Jan must know more than he ever let on, given his position as the singer's best friend and right 


hand man. 


Adrian seemed confused again, and it was his turn to attempt to subtly peer at the pair where they remained 
close together, Bruce shifting a tad but never making a move to get off of Steve's lap even as the bassist 
used his free hand to reach for his coffe mug. Instead, the smaller man grasped it and handed it over to the 
older, who in turn offered a gratituous smile. Their fingers brushed in the process, and for a brief moment 
Bruce leaned back to mouth something in Steve's ear which had the bassist's face flaming within half a second. 
The singer's mouth looked like it might be forming the word "blow" - or possibly "fuck" if you had an even 
dirtier imagination - and the cheeky grin on the man's face revealed a thousand truths. 


‘What did you see, then? Adrian asked in a hushed tone, nudging Dave's side with his elbow. 


‘Those two chaps right there, shagging like wild jack rabbits in heat, said the blonde with a shrug as he 
finished off the first scone, moving onto the other before it cooled and turned crusty. 


Adrian sounded like he was choking, a piece of toast stuck in his throat but he quickly dislodged it with a gulp 
orange juice. Everybody's eyes were on the other guitarist even after he was fine, so Dave took the 
opportunity to sneak a peek in the brunettes’ general direction once again. He picked up on the way Steve's 
hand rested somewhat protectively against Bruce's lower belly - despite the fact that it wasn't Bruce choking 
- and the singer's hand was placed on top of it as if to anchor himself. Adrian coughed and cleared his throat, 
while Nicko and Jan picked up on their loud reciting of marvelous places they had previously visited. Steve 
carried on where Bruce had left off, now speaking about the stage equipment, Rod nodding and soon enough the 
singer was talking to them both, animatedly waving his hands while attempting to eat his plate full of pancakes. 


The effort had syrup dripping all over the crisp white table cloth, the smaller man chewing as he spoke. 


When the coast seemed clear, Adrian leaned close again. ‘You're arsing me, right? I've noticed those two getting 
closer in a certain way, we all have, and it's bloody swell for them. But really, fucking..? Are you certain it's 
not just platonic? We all know birds were always their thing.. 


Dave nodded. ‘Heard them countless times. Seen them twice, once way back in the day. In a shower stall. Once 


just a couple of years ago, in a bloody massage chair. They know that | know: 


Adrian swallowed, seemingly contemplating this while finishing off his toast in silence. ‘Well, if that's the case, 
lm happy for them, he finally settled on and reached for the newspaper. 


Looking over and catching Steve press a poorly concealed kiss to Bruce's shoulder, Dave smiled to himself. He 
was happy for them, as well. He'd seen the pain they'd been in, he'd been allowed to hear parts of the secret 
so early on. He knew the two couldn't make do without one another, and if this was the way for them to 
achieve true happiness, then who was he to complain or protest? By now, everyone must be more or less 
aware. He had a feeling Jan knew about as much as he did, and had already told Nicko. The two men's glances, 
and their chuckles whenever Steve came off as unusually tender revealed the truth. Rod must know too, since 
he raised no questions, and the guitarist imagined Steve had likely shared the story with him somewhere 
around the time Bruce returned. Out of necessity. Which was good, it meant no one here would spill secrets. 


They remained a safe circle. 


‘Me too. Very much so: 


The Book of Souls 
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Dave was actually very happy with outcome of their tour this far. As they moved on from the roomy and 
spacious Ed Force One to the old familiar tour busses to travel the rest of the way between the remaining 
European locations, he held no complaints. It was an against all odds sort of deal anyhow, they had all hoped for 
the best but expected the worst. Bruce diagnosed with cancer not much more than a year ago, everyone 
holding their breaths in fear. Hoping for the fighter that was Bruce fucking Dickinson to come out on top and 


beat all adversaries. 


Their hopes had been justified, but not without their fears getting the better of all of them first. And despite 
how Jan had been in tears when he found out, terrified of losing his best friend to the possibly fatal illness, 
none had been more affected than Steve. None had been more worried, more heartbroken, more fretful. None 
had tried so hard to conceal his pain and stay strong for Bruce's sake. None had broken down as hard when his 


strength finally waned. None had needed the comfort more. 


And none had been more relieved when the final scan revealed that Bruce was clear. That he would be okay, 
that he had beaten the demon rearing its ugly head. Dave himself hadn't been there when it happened, but the 
singer had revealed afterwards that when Steve first heard the good news; he had wept tears of joy and 
refused to let the smaller man go once his arms first came around him. The thought alone made the guitarist 
smile to himself. Remembering how broken things had once been between the two, it was wonderful seeing 


they had managed to keep themselves a whole and functioning unit. Their love appeared stronger than ever. 


Chipperly whistling to himself, the blonde entered the back area of the bus. It would be nice to get some rest, 
he didn't feel much like staying up late for the night. Nicko, Jan and Adrian had all fallen behind, likely off to 
some pub to cause mischief, and there were no traces of Steve and Bruce. Mind you, as the guitarist had 
taken note due to previous encoutners, he would be extremely cautious to go any place without carefully 


listening and peering through his fingers first: 


He never wanted a renewed version of that old shower stall accident from way back in the day, or the 
massage chair incident that still haunted his inner vision on given occasions. They were still etched into his 
mind and he did his best not to ever actually recall the experience first hand. It was best left that way. Not 
that he was disgusted, it just wasn't something he liked to dwell much on. It was best left in the past. 


Yawning and stretching his arms over his head, rubbing his sore neck, Dave picked up on a distant twin set of 


snores reaching his ears. One was heavy and throaty, almost like a rasp, while the other came off as more of 
a soft snorting nasal sound. He knew them both well, and quirked one eyebrow knowingly. He hadn't expected 
neither Steve nor Bruce to be so early back, or exhausted enough to doze off this early on. Bruce was always 
amped up before and after shows; even at this age his hyperactivity went way overboard. It was surprising to 
catch him seemingly knocked out at this time, barely past midnight: 


Curious to see what was up though, Dave snuck closer to the area from which the sounds eminated. Their old 
bunk beds had been well updated since past times; more like separate bedrooms now. Him, Steve and Bruce had 
one bus for themselves while the other three boys shared the other. It was a lot better for the back and 
neck, too, as their aging bodies might happily chime in on. The snores were filtering from Steve's section of the 
bus, and the guitarist noticed as he crossed Bruce's that it was empty. The only sign of the man having 
passed through were his clothes lying in a rumpled mass on the bed spread. Everything else remained 


untouched. 
‘| swear, these two bloody sods... murmured the blonde with an eyeroll, but his tone was fond. 


Opening the thin mid section door as quietly as he possibly could, Dave couldn't help but feel his heart almost 
flutter at the sight, a warm beam creeping upon his lips. On Steve's bed; laid both men. The older man’s still 
chestnut brown curls fanned out under his head and over the pillows, his mouth shut as the nasal snorts 
continued with the steady rise and fall of his chest. He was as naked as the day he'd been born, a pair of dark 
sleeping shorts - likely a pair of old well worn soccer shorts that had been degraded to lesser use thanks to 
tear and wear - lay discarded under his feet. One of his arms slung over his eyes; the other draped 


protectively over the small of Bruce's back as if it had been molded to fit perfectly right there. 


Bruce on the other hand was lying haphazardly half on top of the bassist, his legs tangled with the older 
man's. He too was in the nude - pale ass on full display - his cheek pressed against Steve's chest and his 
mouth wide open as the loud snores errupted. He might have been unflatteringly drooling. His free hand was 
tangled in the messy sheets, his shoulder and back muscles twitching a couple of times before stilling. 


The blankets lay in a tangled heap at the end of the bed, half hanging over the edge and pooling over the floor. 
Still, the two men looked like the very epitome of serenity where they rested together as one. Even in sleep, 
they completed and complimented one another. Their nudity mattered not to Dave as he regarded them, they 


seemed too blissful - almost like a piece of art. 


The blonde lingered in the foorway for a moment, just admiring his friends. He wasn't sure why, but watching 
them like this made him feel peaceful just as well. They certainly weren't the turbulent young couple they had 
once been, and given the way they now slept together, it was safe to say they had found their way far 
beyond what had once been. Dave wasn't worried for them anymore, he hadn't been for years, but the vision 
before him put his heart at ease. Feeling a bit bad, thinking they might end up cold and possibly wake up, the 
guitarist cautiously tip toed over to reach for the blanket and straighten it out. He pulled it up over his 
friends, but not too far. He watched as Steve mumbled something incoherent and Bruce's breath hitched, the 
younger man stirring slightly and his hand moved from the sheets to Steve's hair instead, tangling its fingers 


in smooth dark curls. 


Still smiling to himself, Dave left the room, letting the bassist and singer sleep in peace. He decided he wouldn't 
tell anybody what he had seen, despite everyone's knowledge of what the men shared. It was a special moment 
reserved only for Steve and Bruce, and as he himself dozed off that night, the blonde couldn't shake the 
feeling of near gratitude off that he had been allowed to see it. That those two had been able to reconcile 
despite all the shit they had been through really seemed to prove something. Sometimes, life was actually fair, 


it seemed. 


‘Night, you bloody lovesick twats: 


